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Hurstmonceaux Place was then, and is still, a large but ugly house.    It forms a massy square, with projecting circular bows at the corners, the appearance of which (due to Wyatt) produces a frightful effect outside, but is exceedingly comfortable within.    The staircase, the floors, and the handsome doors, were brought from the castle.   The west side of the house, decorated with some Ionic columns, is part of an older manor-house, which existed before the castle was dismantled.    In this part of the building is a small old panelled hall, hung round with stags' horns from the ancient deer-park.    The house is surrounded by spacious pleasure-grounds.    Facing the east front were, till a few years ago, three very fine trees, a cedar, a tulip-tree, and a huge silver fir.    In my childhood it often used to be a question which of these trees should be removed, as they were crowding and spoiling each other, and it ended in their all being left, as no one could decide which was the least valuable of the three. The wind has since that time carried away the cedar. The tulip-tree was planted by our great-aunt Marianne, daughter of Mrs. Henckel Hare, and I remember that my uncle Julius used to say that its gay flowers were typical of her and her dress.
For several years our grandparents carried on a most laborious contest of dignity with poverty on their mined estate of Hurstmonceaux, where their only daughter Anna Maria Clementina was born in 1799. Finding no congenial associates in the neighbourhood, Mrs. Hare-Naylor consoled herself by keeping up an animated correspondence with all the learned men of Europe, while her husband wrote dull plays